BOSSUET AND THE DUCHESS DE FONTANGES       IO7
Bossuet.   Vain, idle talk! did you listen to it?
Fontanges. Indeed I did, with both ears ; it seemed so ^funny.
Bossuet.-  You have something to answer for then.
Fontanges. No, indeed I have not, monseigneur. I have asked many times after them, and found they were all alive: which mortified me.
Bossuet.   So then! you would really have tkem die for you?
Fontanges. 0 no, no . . but I wanted to see whether they were in earnest or told me fibs: for if they told me fibs I would never trust them again. I do not care about them ; for the king told me I was only to mind him.
^Bossuet.   Lowest and highest, we all owe to his Majesty our THiy and submission.
Fontanges. I am sure he has mine: so you need not blame me or question me on that. At first, indeed, when he entered the folding-doors, I was in such a flurry I could hear my heart beat across the chamber: by degrees I cared little about the matter: and at last, when I grew used to it, I liked it rather than not. Now, if this is not confession, what is?
Bossuet. We must abstract the soul from every low mundane thought. Do you hate the world, mademoiselle?
Fontanges. A good deal of it: all Picardy for example, and all Sologne: nothing is uglier . . and, oh my life I what frightful men and women!
Bossuet. I would say, in plain language, do you have the flesh and the devil?
Fontanges. "Who does not hate the devil? If you will hold my hand the while, I will tell him so . . I hate you, beast! There now. As for flesh, I never could bear a fat man. Such people can neither dance nor hunt, nor vdo anything that I teow of.
Bossuet. Mademoiselle Marie-Angelique de Scoraille de Rousille, Duchess de Fontanges! do you hate titles and dignities and

